THE BARLEY FIELD

his uncle, pulling at him, rubbing his forehead on to
the necklace, beginning to sob and then yell curses
on whoever or whatever had done this thing. But
the Chief quieted him with a hand squeezing the
back of his neck and a couple of words, and spoke
himself, very clearly: *No man has done this thing.
No man has hurt the food of man, the life. It is not
possible. It was a devif, either with his own hands or
through another's. I go to make a sacrifice/ He
picked up a handful of torn-up earth and went back
through the crowd. But Ash-in-the-Air stayed where
he was for a minute, staring at the others.

Three-Red was glad it was a devil. The Chief had
said so. It must be true. No man could have done
it, no; least of all a good man, as he was. No. But
suddenly he looked up, feeling a queer hotness, and
there were Ash-in-the-Air's eyes upon him, from
the field. Very quickly he got behind someone else
and began to talk. But it seemed to him that it would
be better to burn the forked stick in case there was a
devil in it still. He went back to the town and spent
most of that day lashing on new spear and arrow-
heads and looking over the old; he was skilled at it,
and it took his whole mind. Also he made his wife
chew at the tying sinews to soften them for him, and
that stopped her talking and asking questions about
Ash-in-the-Air's field, and what really those devil-rips
up and down had looked like. People coming past
talked about it during the morning, but by and bye
other things began to grow interesting too, and
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